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. e ngineer’ *John, in " He understood |
HAUNTED GLENS axp HOUSES | 7hch suis so will with kindly inerodslien, - £ THE TIDE-LANDS. B o e e when e wis | then’ Mlowly at Arat. with  dawning comprebepgion
] thonght of John Milten's lines— pleading for permission to go on with his work, | of all the words meant to him aud to her. Then
TRETRT aed e of his strongest | heaven itself scemed to open to him, a8 he gnthered

AN OLD WARWICK MURDER

GANERSLIE HEATH AND DLACKLOW HILL—
CLOPTON AND 1TS TRADITIONS—NURIED
ALIVE—=THE MYSTERIOUS ORATORY.

" FROM A STAFP CORRESPOSDENT OF THE TRINUNE.
Warwick, England, July 6.—One night about

fifty years ago o brutal murder was done, at a

lonely place on the highroad between Warwick

and Stratford-upon-Avon. The next morning the

murdered man was found lying by the road-

side, his head much whngled, resting in a small
hole in the bank. The assassing, two in number,
were shortly afterward discovered, and they were
hanged ot Warwick for their crime.

From that |

day to this the hole whercin the dead man's
1

bend reposed remains unchanged.  No matter how

often it may be filled up, whether by the wash of |

heavy rains, or by stones and leaves that boys
may happen to cast into it as they pass, it is soon
found to be agnin empty. No one takes care of
ft. No one kmows whether, or by whom, it is
guarded. Fill it at nightfall, and you will find
it empty in the morning. That is the local be-

“ Milllons of spiritual ereatures wall the earth
Unseen, both when wo wake and when we sloep.”
Warwiokshire swarmed with conspirators, while
that Gunpowder Plot was in progress. The Lion
Inn, at Dunchurch, was the chief tryst of the eap-
tains who wera to lead on their forces and eapture
the Princess Elizaboth and seize the throne and
the country, after the expsetad explosion—which
wever enme.  And when the game WAs up and
Fawkes in captivity, it was through Warwickshire
that the * racing and chasing” was fleetost. and
wildest, till the desperate scramhle for life and
safety went down in blood at Hewel Grange. Vari-
ons houses associnted with that plot are still ox-
tant in this neighborhood, and when the seene
shifts to London and Garnet's gnllows it is easily
possible for the patient antiquarian to tread in
almost every footprint of that great sonspiracy
Sinee the Irish rufians began to toss dynamite
abont in public buildings, it has been decmed o5
sential to take cspecial preeautions agninst the
dnnger of explosions, in all such plaees os the
Ionses of Parliament, Westminster Abbey and the
Tower of London.  Much more damage than the
newspapers ever reeorded was done by those ex-

lief and affirmation. The place is haunted. This | .
plosions that ccenrred some time ago, in the Tower
B SR AGR YO ITHA P T Sustford, and | and the Palace. At present you cannot enter even

not distant from the gates of Charleote Park.
1 looked at this Lole, one bright day in June, and
saw that it wns empty. Nature, it is thought
by the poets, abliors complicity with the coneeal-
ments of crime, and brands with her curse the

places i chedding of |
that are linked with the shedding | o Sir Ponsonby Fane, secretary to the Lord

blood. You will recall that strong line in Tom
Hood's poem of * Eugene Aram®—* For 4 mighty
wind had swept the place, and still the corse was
bare.”

There are many haunted spots in Warwick-
shire. The benighted peasant never lingers on
Ganerslip 1Teath—for there, at midnight, dismal
bells have been heard to toll from Blacklow Hill,
the place where Sir Piers Gaveston, the corrup,

bandsome, foreign favorite of King Ed-
ward the Second, was  beheaded, by
order of the gim Dbarons whom he

had insulted and opposed. The Earl of War-
wick led them, whom Gaveston Lad heen wont 10
call The Block Dog of Arden. This was long
ago. Everybody knows the old historie ina'dext, hut,
no one can o completely realize it as when stand-
fng on the place. The scene of the execution is
marked by a simple cross, bearing this inseription :
“In the hollow of this rock was beheaded, on
the first day of July, 1812, hy Barons lawless
as himself, Piers Gaveston, Earl of Cornwall, In
fife and death a memorable instance of misrule”
No doubt the birds were singing and the great
green branches of the trees were waving in the
summer wind on that fatal day, just as they are
this moment. Gaveston was a man of great
beauty and talent, and only twenty-nine years old.
It was n melancholy sacrifice, and horrible in all
the eirenmstances that attended it. No wonder
that doleful thoughts and blood-curdling sounds
ghonld eome to such as walk there in the lonely
“ours of the night,

Another haunted place is Clopton—haunted err-
tainly with memories, if not with ghests.  In the
reign of Henry VIL this was the manor of Sir
Mugh Clopton, Lord Mayor of London, he who
built the great bridge over the Avon,—across
which, many a time, William Shakespeare must
have ridden, on his way to Oxviord and the eapital.
The dust of Sir Hugh Clopten rests now in Strat-
ford Church, and lis old muusion Las passed

through many hands In  our tme it
fs the residemee of  §ts  present  own-
er, Sir Arthur Hodgson, Mayor of

sir

Btratford, by whom it was purchased in 1871,
Arthur's term of oflice as Mayor will expire this
fall, and Stratford will lose one of the best Mayors
it has ever had, and temporarily will lose his
presence also—for once Le was a sheep-farmer in
Australia, and very fond of the independent

and happy life of one, and now he
fntends to eross the world azain  and
wigit his large possessions at  the antipo-

des. It lately was my privilege to see Claopton,
under the guidance of its lord, and a most eharm-
fng and impressive old house it is: full of quaint
objects and frought with singular associations.
They show you there, among many flae paintings,
the portrait of a wild-eyed lady with thin figure,
delicate features, lonmg licht hair, and sensitive
countenancs, who, in the far-off Tudor time,
drowned herself in a dismal black well, baek of
the mansion -one of the many vietims, doubtless, of
unhappy love. And they show you the portrait of
still another Clopton girl, of ancient times, who
is thought to have heen accidentally buried alive—
because when it chanced that the family tomb was
opened, a few days after after her interment, the
“eorpse was found to be turned over in its eoflin
and to present indieations that the wretched vie-
tim of premature burisl had, in her agonized
frenzy, gnawed upon her own flesh,

It was the blood-stained corridor of Clopton,
however, that most impressed my imagination.
This is at the top of the house, and aceess to it
5 gained hy a winding-starr, of cak hoards, unear-
peted, solid, simple, and consenant therefore with
the old times and manners that it represenis,
Many years ngo & man was murdered in a little
bedroom near the top of this staircase, and his
body was dragged along the corridor, to be se-
ereted. A thin dark staip, seemingly n streak of
blood, runs from the door of that bedroom, in
the direction of the stairhend, and this is so deep-
Iy imprinted in the weod that it
be removed. Opening  from this  corridor
opposite to the murder-room, is an oddly shiped
apartment which once, in the remote duys of a
Catholie ocoupnnt, must bave been used as an
oratory or private chapel. Three years ago (1885
the walls of this chamber were committed to the
tender mercics of a paper-henger, who presently
discovered on them various inseriptions in black
Jetter, snd who fortunately mentioned his diseov-
eries hefore they were obliterated. Mr. Riclird
Bavage, the antiguary and librarinn of the Shake-
spears Birthplace, wos thereupon ealled in to ex-
gmine them, and by him they were restored.  The
effect of these little patches of lettering—isles of
glgnificance in a barren sea of wall-paper enclosing
them round about—is that of extremé singularity.
Most of them are sentences from the Ditle. Al
of them are devout. One of them prosents the
solemn injunetion: * Whether you be slecping or
whether you wake, Remember Christ Jesus who
@ied for your sake.” Clojton has a long and vari-
ous history. One of the most significant facts
{n its record is the fact that for about ten months,
in the year 1605, it was occupied by Ambrose
Rokewood, of Coldham Jlasll, Suffolk, the breeder
of race-horses, whom Robert Cateshy brought into
the great and ghastly Gunpowder Plot, in the reizn
of James the First. IHither eame Sir Everard
Digby and Tom und Robertt Winter, and the
specious Jesuit Father Gurnet, chief hatcher of
the conspiracy, with his whole train of sentimental
fanaties, on that pilgrimage of sanctification with
which he generally prepared for an act of such
hideous treachery and wholesale murder as only
@& religious zealot could ever have coneeived,
That may have heen the very time when the
ittle oratory of Clopton was in Catholic use. Not
many years since, it wos a bodroom: but one of
Bir Arthur Hodgson's guests who undertook to
gleep in it, was afterward heard to declare

that he wisbed mot  ever again o
trouhle the hospitality of that  chamber,
becauss the sounds that he had heard all

around the pluce, throughout that night, were of
the most infernnl deseription. A house eontain-
fng many rooms and staireascs, o house [ull of
long corridors and winding ways, a house so large
that you may readily get lost in it—sueh is Clop-
ton; and it stands in its own large parl. removed
from othar buildings and bowered in trees. To
it in the great hall of that mansion, on & winter
midnight, when the snow-laden wind is howling
around it, aud then to think of the Lleak, snis
ter orutory and the stealthy, gliding shapes, up
stoirs, invisible to mortal eye, but feli, with a
shuddering sense ¢f some unseen presence watehie
ing i the dark=this would he to have quite a sufli-

elent experience of a Luunted house. Sir Arthur
Hodgeon, 1 am hound ¢ add, talked of the lgends

{

into Palace Yard. unless conneeted with the public
business or authorized by an order: and if yon

| visit the Tower withaut a speeial permit, you will

cannoy |

he restricted to a very few sights and places. Your
wanderer was fortunately the bearer of the card

Chamberlain, on a recent prowl throngh the old
Tower, and, therefore, was nunusunlly favored
hy the beefeaters wha pervade that strueture
Those damp and gloomy dungeons were displayed,
wherein &o many Jews perished miserably, in the
reign of Bdward the First: and * Little Ense™ was
shown—the cell in which for several menths Guy
Fawkes was incarcerated, during Ceeil's wily in-
vestigation of the Gunpowder Plot. A part of the
rear wall has heen knoclked out, affording nceess
to the adjacent dungeon ; but as it originally stood,
the eell did not give room for a man to lie down in
it. and searce gave room for him to stand upright.
The massive door, of ribhed and iron-bound oal.
still salid, thengh worn, would make a eapital
pieture, A poor, stealthy eat was erawling ahout
in these subterranean dens of darkness and horror,
and was left locked in there when we emerged.
In St. Petrr's, cn the green—that litile cemetery
g0 eloguently deseribed by Macaulay—they eame
some time ago upon the coflins of Lovat, Kilmar-
nock and Balmerino, the three Scoteh Lords who
perished upon ths black, for their complicity with
the risinz for Charles Edward Stuart, the Pre-
tender, in 1745-7. The coffins were mnch de-
enyed. The plates were removed and may now he
viewed. in n glass ense, on the chureh wall, just
over agninet the spot whers these unfortunate
pentlemen are buricd.  One is of lead, and is in the
form of a large seroll, extended. The other two
are oval in shape, large, and made of pewter.
Mueh roynl and nohle dust is heaped together he-
nenth the stenes of the chaneel—Anne Boloym.
Catherine Howoard, Lady Jane Gray, Marearst
Duchess of Salisbury, the Dnke of Monmonth, the
Earl of Northumberland, E:esx, Overbury, Wol-
sey's Cromwell, and many more.  The hody of the
infamous and execrable Jeffreys was once burled
here, but it has heen removid.

8t, Mary's Chuseh at Warwiek has been restored
within the last three years, and now it is made too
much a show-pluce.  You are charged three pence
for a sight of the Beaurhamp Chapel, in which are
entombed Thomas Besuchamp, Earl of Warwick,
the fonunder of the chureh; Rlobert Dudley, Earl
of Leicester, in whose Latin epitaph it is stated
that “his sorrowful wife,Laetitia, danghter of Fran-
eis Knolles, through o sense of conjugal love and
fidelity, hath put up this meonument to the hest
and dearest of hushands™ ; Ambrose Dudley, elder
brother to Elizabeth's favorite, and known as the
Good Earl (e relinguished title and possessions
to Rabert); and that Fulke Greville, Lord DBroole,
who lives in fame, ns he desieed to live, as * the
friend of Sir Philip Sidney.” There are many
mors, but these perhaps ars the mose famons and
considerable. One odd epitaph placed there re
cords of Willlam Viner, steward to Lord Brooke,
that * he was a man entirely of ancient manners,
and to whom you will searcely find an equal,
partienlarly in point of liberality. . . . He
wiis added to the number of the heavenly inhah-
itants maturely for himself, put prematurely for
| his friends, in his 70th year, on the 28th of
April, A. D, 1880."  Another, placed for himself
hy one Thomas Hewett during his own lifetime,
wodestly deseribes him as “ a most miserahle sin-
ner,” Sin is always miserable when it knows
itkelf.  Still another, and this in good verse, by
Gervas Clifton, gives a tender tribute to Lactitia
i* the excellent and pious Lady Lettiee”), Countess
of Leicester, who died on Christmns morning,
1634 :

JOBhe that In her younger yenrs

Matehed with two great Engilsli peers |
Ehe that did supply the wars

With thumler, and the Court with stars;
Bhe that In her youth had boen

Darling to the malden Quesno,

110 she was content 1o qult

Her tnvor for her favortie, . o o
While she Hved shg Hved thusy

Till that God, displeased with us,

¥ Suifered ber at last to fall,

Not from Him, but from wsall.™ ., , .

A noble bust of that great thinker and exqui-
site poet, Walter Savnge Lundor, has Iately heen
placed on the west wall of St. Mary's Church. He
wias a native of Warwick, and is fitly commemo-
rated In this plnee.  The bast is of alabaster, and
is 8ot in an alabaster arch, with earved environ-
ment, and with the family arms displayed above.
The head of Landor shows great intellectual power,
rugged and yet gentle, Coming suddenly upon

| the bust, in this chureh, one {5 foreibly and pleas

antly reminded of that fine atteibute of dweet and
gentle reverence in the English charaeter which so
invariably expresses itsell, all over this land, in
lionorable memorinls to the honorable dead. No
ambler In Warwiclk omits to explore Leleestor's
Haspital or to see ps much a8 he can of the Cpstle,
This glorious oid place has long been kept elosed,
for fear of the dynamite fiend; but now it is onee
more aecessible, I walleed ngain beneath the
stately cedars and along the bloom-bordered ave-
nues where onen Joseph Addison used to wander
and meditate, and traversed again those opulent
state apoartments wherein so mony rornl and nohle
and beautiful faces look forth from the radiant
eanvas of Holbein and Vandgyke. There 15 n
wonderful picture, in cne of those rooms, of Went-
waorth, Earl of Strafford, when & young man—a
face prophetic of stormy life and haleful strugples
and a hard and miserable fate.  You may see the
helmet that was actually worn by Oliver Cromwell,
and that mosy striking death-mask of his rugeed
{ase; and the finest portraits of King Charles the
First that exist in this Kingdom are shown at War-
wick Castle, Ww. w.

COUNTING MONXEY BY WEIGHT.
From The Loulsville Courier-Journal,

An offieer of a streot maliroad company mald, -
wtance, that the time eonsumed, if tk‘:-“ rl’irkﬂl-1 f:;'l‘iﬂ:‘tlﬂ‘:l
in & day were counted one hy ons, wounld be ton grest
and thersfore that thoy ware not eounted.  [naiead
they were weighod.  Fifty dollars In nickals will weigh
160 34 pounds This rystam of welghing has been
Lrought to such porfectian that It I8 rareiy 8 mistakn Is
made, and I8 never more than five cents {n #100.  The
nickels are counted, of coursa, ordinadiy, when taken

B aut of the car hoxes, In srder to sea if the amount eor.

responds with oonducters’ and officers’ reports, but
count of & hig day is nover attempted save by weight,

1dkette light Welgle
Of the profossion pugliistie, the kidneys are small buy
aetive In a state of health.  Tholr secretion eontatns im.
purities productive of rheumatism, gout and dropsy, If
allowed to remaln. When they are inaetive, the blood
becomes choked with anlmal debris eapable of dastroying
life. To promota thelr activity when slugzish with Ios
totter's Btomnch DBitters I8 not only to guard agalnst the
dlzeases mentioned, but Lo prevent the fatty degencration

and uitimate desiguetion of the oreans by those excondingly
dangerous maladies—Rright's disoass sand dinbess.  Ac
uvity of the bladder also Insures {1 against the farmatian
of gravel, which It ronetimes requirés ous of the masi
dengerous and palntul operations In surgery to remove,
Gravel, moreover, I8 o moel sgoniring complaint, The
Iiters further ives by dying conatl.

DESCRIDING HOW MI18§ VANDERPOOL CAME TO
IER OWNXN.

Miss Vanderpool enmo down the steps of her
lodging-house and stomd looking about her with
an expression of discontent on her high-bred faee,
It was not o very genteel lodging-house, and it
was not in a very genteel gonrter.  The peint
was off in patches, smd one of the faded green
blinds hung on o single hinge. ‘The steps were
worn and the little Dront nrea was used s o de-
pository for wood and ecoal, There were a pair
of dirty Mees ot the heseient windows, and cit-
side of the door Sniry Ann, the Gorgon's eldest,
watchod her depart with undisguised curiosity,
Possibly she knew that Miss Vanderpool's rent for
her single room, third story in the rear, was a
werk overdue.  She might have been siationed
there as a spy by the Gorgon, her mother, to see
that no reereant lodger contrived to slip off, bag
and  baggage, without a formal porting She
need not give herself any conecrn on Miss Yan-
derpool's  aceount, that lady  reflected, Her
piano, the one article of value among lier posses-
sions, was much too cumbrons to carey, nnd it was
maortanged up to its (ol value.  Why was it that
people never exhibited eny eonsciepes or horor
about their musie-teacher's bills, as they did about
their buteher's and washerwomen's ™ hf Wis
it that she, respected and admired as the rich Miss
Vandorpool, eonld find no market for her soeoom-
lishmoents now thut she must earn her da: y hread
Vihy did every one take advantage of her and
ehent her, down to the pawnbroker whe had ey
taken the lass plece of jewelry saved from her
financinl wroelk ?  She was faint and hungey, and
o gnawing pain thot was new to her reminded Ler
that she had lved on bread and water for six
weeks, and that shie il been on ghort mations for
the Inst few days. 1 she hidd bedn o soldier. now,
ghe could pave withstood it right valorously, for
thoere was mortial blood i her veins. But to suffer
it for no hereie reason, in nothing but the commaon
way ! The thought humilinted her, and she put it
it, pside.

She was wallting down the steeet, lined with
low cottages, when she stopped hefore one of the

soopest and mearest, where a stunted lilae, just
udding In the front yard, gave evidence of some
Tittle refinement on the part of the oeenpants., But
it was not this that attraeted Miss Vanderpool's
attention. Flonting from the doorJenob she heheld
n little picce of thin white erepe, tied with narrow
vibbon, the wan banner of sorrow.  This was the
pottage where the two little girls hiad loolged ot
upon her, with langhing [nees, every dny ns she
wssed by, Only yesterday they had flung lier
isses from the window, Now one was gone,  The
ghoel bore down upon her with all the sense of o
personal loss

She pushed the gate open and went up the stops.
A woman opened the door and led her to o dark-
ened room. It was the custom of the neighbor-
hood to give free admission vo visitors at such o
time. In a little white eofiin lny the younger of
the two ohildeen, Doside it sat the father and
mather, the woman sohbing quietly, the father
with his nrm about her, and in his kap the remain-
fne child, who had cried herself to sleep in his
arms,

w1 am o sorry,” said Miss Vanderpool, gently
“ jx there anything I ean do ™ -

The moment she spoke she regretted it The
mother uneoversd her fee and looked up piteously,
then shrank from the strange visitor,

“ Nothing. nothing” she monned, * unless you
econld bring bael myv ehild.”

“ Thers, thore, Fmily,” said the man, pattinz
her kindlv: *den't take on so.  It's hard on all
of 18, We've got to benr it together.”

Miss Vanderpool's eves were wot as she went
stlently ont of the room and elosed the door heliind
ker. It hrd been a mistake, her ooming  They
had plainly resented the intrusion. L0 only she
eonld have done something for them, conld have

fven them some testimony of her ssmpathy. T
o5 a Hitle life that wis part of yYour very own
must ho harl. bt doubly Tard when poverty and
want are attendsnt upon sorgow. The room hadl
been so bare. Thepre was not o ower ahout the
eoftin,  Miss Vanderpool hind been accustomerd te
goe erinf staothered in costliest offerings and this
little ereature wns going to her lost fest without
go mueh ns o flower in her little Hands=the tiny
hands that hod theown kiss § to her but yesterday,

She wished that she conlidl g0 some ffowers for
that Jead baby, It was April. amd there were
none in th v gardens, jost reeoveringe from thoe
shock of n severe Fastern winter,  She hid ne
money to buy them from o florist, U'p in the great
house on the Wufl that liad heen her home thers
wos @ conservitory, and in it there was o ming.
nifieent climbing rese that she luid planted her-
self, years gone by, nnd nurtured into o vizoraus
prowtl  Ont of all the riehes thet she had lost
at this moment she wished only for one of the L rsre
wointed buds, with its potals” hall unfolded, shut
n a little bower of green Teaves,  Dut that was
ont of the question,  Notoeven for this suored pis
pose could sho nsk any fuvors from the peopie 1n
the house on the hill

A little later and there wonld he plenty of wild
flowers outside the towm  Fhe vielets alwaye
eame first,  Noy 3 it was nlready the List of April
and with the soft wind blowing and the elear snn-
shine of the post two weeks the vielets must Iy
alrendy out. She quickened her steps ot the
thought A Httle brook ran through the town and
eut & narrow channel down the hlufis, on its wag
to the son. Near the (oot of the hinfis there was o
nareow beneli of land stretehing hetween the hills
ond the tide-lands, and thepe heside the brook sh
had gathersd enrly spring violets sinee ehildhood.
If she walked quickly she conld ensily get there
and back ngnin hefors the mght had closed down.

To rench the plaee she had to pass throuzgh the
businesa portion of the town,  Walking swillly
along, looking to neither right nor lefi, she wis
surprised to lnve some one aceost her.

* Miss Vanderpool!”

It was John Ashton, whom she had not seen
sinee the day that she found Wer father's name
dishonored and herself begaped  and  homeionss
He had asked her to be his wife and she lind re
fused, Was it beeatse she hid kopown bl a8 o
poor hoy, born in the lawest winlks of sotlety,
while the Vandgrpoods Lad inherited the wealth
anid high standing of many generations ? Or waos
it Beenuse she elected to bear her peverty and dis
ernee alone? She Unshed now ns she recognized
him.

“ One minute,” he said,

“Nat now, I eannor whit,” she insisted, and he
stepped Taek without o word,

Wit eoule e wish to see her for?  She re.
membered what he had sadd that thme,  * 11 you
were $ieh ol honored 1 should lonve hoen t
proud 1o address youm Sl fiwd pesented
sprech then,  Heealling it now she eo el ot help
admitting that iy did honor to John Ashiton,  She
was thinking of John Ashiton the boy, the Tl
ragged fellow who used to do chores about het
father's house, pleking up an education at the puh-
lie schools, devoring himself 10 Lor serviee on holi-
doys  John Ashion the man was o sepirnte en
tity, and she lnd never trustyd horsclf to analyze
her impressions of hime  He ®as Hilked gned trusted
by all men, and very probably .-nrl:mr--‘lﬁ.-,- women,
She knew his eeeand to this place, e was o cole
brated engineer now, and hud o vidlown 1o tike
charge of n great projeet for roclaiming the tide
lands.  People eallédd the enterprise = the mareh of
improvement,” but Miss Vanderpoal hated the
march of Improvement aned did not eure for hene.
fits to commares, hut Hked hbesy the wide strereh
of salt  morshes with  their rusty  vegetation,
their black pools and fMitting fogs,  She was con
ing to them now, for her path lay along their hor
der. nnd saon shie was heside them, and drew o
long breath, inhaling the fresh oceian air with its
briny smell,  She looked out to sen. where a lu-
minous plow along the borizon cammemoritod th
going down of the sun, and sellin clonis whove
presaged the gathering of the storsi,  She hoped
with n feeling of pity new to her, that it miglt
he elenr for an hone or two on the morrow, thiet
the burinl of the linle ehild might not I mode
drearter by elonded skies and o dreivinge min, - Not
far awny, on the marsh, surrounded by brond
pools which refleeted the distant glow in the sky,
she snw the 1all elimney of o steam derrick and o
low, borge-like shupe that seemed 10 be anelinred
in the mud.  She dod not give hersell much time
to speenlate now.  Night wus fast folling. and »
little ahead she saw the tidy hrook she souieht
But think a moment!  Was it the right plaee ?
Sie hesitated Tor an instant in doubt niul perples.
ity, then leoked quickly about to determinge hor
besrings by some familine landmarks,  There on
the blufl were the square ontlines of ber old home,
jnst visible ngainst the sky, and there, off to the
right, far hevond, were the harbor lights,  Just
o little furthir on, then a sharp turn to the left
a elimb up the roedis 1o the Heile bench that Iny
between the Blalfs and shore, nnd she should fAnd
the flowers, She pressed hurricdly o i
pince before it should be wholly d
a way np the bluffs, o steep nm
which she eould gain the Hghted upper strect when
she was dune, If only she eould onee find the
flowers, the dewy, apring lowers, with their faint,
gweot odor and their fresh sheltering lenves! Al
worldly thonghts seemed to fall awoy from her,
the weight of disappointment and care was lifted
from her henrt, and she felt ke an eager child,
bent on her innocent gnest.

But what was this—the solid ground glving way
benenth hep feet, every stop tding ber deeper anil
deeper into n hottomless ouie, her feet drawn down
and held ns if hy Ie jghts!  This was not
the way it used to be o
brook, In a moment the full horres of the situg-
tion flashed upon her.  Docslsed by the dim Hght
or rendered enrcless by her wandering thoughts,
she had steayed farther from the town than she
had supposed, and what slie had mistaken for the
Hetle hrook was eenlly an estoary of the sen, hor
deped by teencherons hozs a g noof e prent
waste of tide-lanid which the compony wers seck
ing to reelnim.  Quick omd shinep came other
alicetions.  She remembered that ehildren hodd beon
lost there when ot play.s She repemberod thae

roe-

every now and then some man or womae had mys-

terions’'y disappoared from sight sl Knowleag,
and it hind been whlapered about that they had been
Inst geen wilkivg along <he border of the tide.
tands, But these word people of the lower elosses,
ahont whom the Vanderpoo's had given thomselves

whrein he had advaneed,
pleas, that many lives would Le saved by the com-
t'lrl.iull. of the enterprise.  And now ste, Judith
andernool, the last of her oame, was about to
sueeumb to this unheroie cll-utin.y. It was hetter
%0, She would have ehosen this very way of
death, if she might, She had been tortured by
one dread, over and over again, during these years
of poverty and privation, nnd she gave a little
hysterienl lnugh as she remembered it now. I she
hisd broken down and died in the midst of her
unsuecessful stengele she had not the wherewithal
1o by her funernl shrond.  Now no one wonlid
know, no one wonld care,

Oh, the terror of it! Not denth. Many were
there who would know her and greet her gladly
father, mother, brother, friends of her childhood—
the only friends she had kept.  DBut that lnst
thought! To deop out and never be missed: to
teave behingd her not a human peing who wonld
rare,  Why should she grieve over it now P She
hadl, of her own will, seporated lersellf from all
Iuman interests: she had never eared for human
companionship or love.

But, oh Geid! she did enre, (She knew it now.
Face to face with this terrible and lonely denth
whe Yad come to o knowiedge of herself.  Nursing
lier foolish pride and tmily teaditions, mensuring
all the world by false standards, she had wronged
horself most of all. What was it that had so
tonehed her in the humble home she had just left,
breaking down the barriers of her own peserve,
drawing her on and out of hersell, until she longad
to elnim some listle part fn jt?  What was it bhut
the gl and sacred stmosphere of pure fomily
affeotion ?  Oh, her Hie had been empty: empty,
And the one human love that she might have had—
che knew it now—would Ifve made her o happy
woman, she haid seornfully eejerted.  Oh, if she
coulil only live her life over, if she could ot take
up its tangied threads ngain with ecleared vision
and humbled henrt,

It wits then that she sent up her first and only
ory for help.  Hitherto she kil heen silently re-
signing herself to death with n enlmuess nnil dig-
nity befitting o Voanderpool.  Now a prolonged nnil
mousnful ery went ont over the marshes, whieh
startled the seagulls, which rose wheeled alm-
lessly nbont sgainst the darkening sky,  The ery
was tulken up and answered far out on the marshes,
There wos o sudden commaotion ahont the barge,
lanterns flashed outside, and by theie light shoe
conld seo dark forms moving about. But she—
she was sinking, sinking——

When she eame to horself she was in her own
Httle room, It was very quist and comfortobile,
Hee Inndlody flitted in nnd ont, with o look of
honest coneern on Bep careworn  faee.  No the
waorld wos not so hned, after all.  She—the Gorgon
—seemed gind thot ber delinguent lodger wus
alive, and said ne worl about the rent oy erdue,
Somobady had  pulled the lounze on which she
lay up to the stove, and theee was a fire there,
the first for muny weeks, for her own fuel hagd
given vut in Febroary, nnd she linel been freexing
tvor sinee—froezing lienet und body.  And what
wis that brewing on the smove, thot sent such o
delicions fragrance through yle room ? :

“ Now, my dear,” sald the Gorgon, pouring
romctRing into n elumsy carthon eup, and handing
it to her, *just you take this eup of coffee and
hit of hot roll, and iCl set you up in no time,

You've been looking penked and mis'able this
long time. Folks thut feeds theirselves don't
tulee no proper onre.  I've been thinking, this

long while, that if yon'd just take your living
along of me and give planny lessons to my Sairey
Ann—hut 1T hardly dorsd ask it yon being sich s
fine plaver and she hoving no instrument unless
3r-u'-i maybe let liee come up nnd pEactise times
when oo wans in apd eanld wiiteh and ger she
didu't dirty the pearl kevs or spile it—"_ Homely
aad pough ns she was, then a delients Hush

hier thin ehe cheeloed hiersell in her
bold preesumption

= Didn't dure aske it!" Miss Vanderpon! wounld
have nete 18 the ehili's nurse, serubbed floors,
washed o s, if sl hd psgked it,  The bueltbane
of her pride was broken.  Dut what was the
womni sying now ?

“ And now, it vou'll tet me tidy up a bit snd
make things hall way decent, for the gentleman's

wiiting 1o seo you this long time”
he gentlemmn! Wikt wlemnn 2 Miss
nool wins not wsed to callers,  The landlaidy
) I T o LT RRY B

“ Why. who but him that saved you! IHim
that hrought you here in his arns, looking like
ead and all covered with mud—nml & pretey sich
van were, Miss Vamderpool,  Amid awwlul worl it
wis o eleaning vou up, 17 you be o lwdy 17
mude Miss Vandirpool's Lice allame and
lier henet beat =0 ? It might be any one of 0
thousand men.  There wns no reason, no reason
in the worlid, she told jweesell, why iv should be
any particulnr one,

Yet. ns luek would have it, it was John Ashton!
No. not ek, Chanee ey favors sieh men as
e, ALl that they have is won by hand endeayvor,
and  persistent faith, and dogeed watehifulness,
Laiek is more apt to balet them, to call out oll
the  slpmbering foroes in them  and  show the
stuff of which they or e B torned and
tollowed Miss Vanderponl at n respeetful distanee
that afternoon e had met her on the stpeet. It
wis wetting Iate, and he had some old-fashioned
notions, now almost ont of date, prejudicial 1o a
|‘.!I;1r|m'r‘l>-|1, npon

on | k a8 she

s going nhont at nizhty

wamn
the st When e saw the lonely direetion in
which she wns tending, he had followed still

more resolitely, for Lie kKaew the eharmeter of the

men nlong the water front hetter than she,  And
who eould tell whom she might meet in thoe
wreteld plare nt sueh an hour? When she

stopped to loale seaward he had gone dowa over
the marsh, both Deetuse e bind some instraetion
to wive to hils foremsan and beeause he feprid she
would diseover lim in 1urn weli. e had been
first to lear the wilil, beseeching ery, and to real-
jze its purport: to start out with o phrty of mon
provided with lanterns, planks w, everything
el : to mnn o hoat and row Herrely up the
slongh, Hooded at high tide, directly to the spot
where o haman life—ss precions to him—wns going
ot to theow himself out apon the mornss, brie-
imself on the planks that they hid brought

Hie the trae lmght thot he was, to

wither the npeonseions girl in his nrms, covered

with mud as she wes, and wreapping his cont about

hier, b we to the pliee she eailled lier honw,
Bt John Ashiton was not the mon to elaim

for 1he serviee hie had rendered

ANy reeompetise

The more serjions hee perdl, the greater the risk he
kud run on her Lehodf, the more nesd that he
shondid bt delieate and distant in all kis bonring
wownrd bher: that he shonld tey to mnke her forget

hie lind ever pressd any elaims upon her,  He
woithl not have come uow had e heen his own
free agent.  She saw tlat the moment ke opened
the door, and shrank from her own thonghes  Tle
surmised the look upon Ler face, and interpreted
it i lis own way.  So she disliked him so maeh
that it galled hier to think that he had put her
under such obligations Well, well! If he had
Lad the time to consider, it might have been hots
ter 1o hove lefy bo1e o of the men, o, at leasy
to huve concetled his own conneetion with it

“ You are fecling better, Miss Vanderpool 7

i o owis not o tote in his voies beyond the
ardinary reqiirements of eourtesy.  She anawered
him in Kind,

“ Quite well now, T thank you,
sentedd,” motioning im' to p chalre

“ [thank von” Dt he still remained standing,
Itis hat in his right hamwdk his left hand—was it hee
fatiey, or were the fingers clenched ?P—hauging ens-
Iy beside Bim,

“ 1 enme,” he salil, in a matter-of-fact way,
“ahont o motter of business, I tried to speak to
you on the steeet todiy,  You were not willing
to Usten,  You were right. It was not the proper
plnee”

“ You mistook, Tt wasn't that. T was preoe-
I couldn't have talked then—with any
shie expluined, hurriedly, and ina low voiee,

cly notiews] her words and did not at all
prehiend them, but went on, ina formal, busi-
ness way :

“ A matter of business,
eomduet some negolintions with you.
cern the Vanderpool estate,”

Weak 68 «he was piul broken as she was, she
eonld not sappress o little Inngh, only half mirth-
ful, but wholly sarenstie.  The Voanderpool estote!
Whnt had there been of It sinee she came 1nto pos-
sessbon of i1, bur an inextricable tangle of debt
nad  ltigation, Inpsed  contraets and  forfeited
rights!

“ Now that wie have got ready for work we ars
in o position to negotinte for the tide-lands. There
nre seventy aeres belonging to the Vanderpool
estite. 1 am empowered to wake you the followlng
ofler.”

He drew o peper [rom his pocket and named a
eum which took Miss Venderpool's breath away,
Enough to restore the lost glory of the Vander-
ponls.  Enongh—more than enongh—to buy hnek
the old heme whore bee mother had died amd shio
win born: enangh to restore her to the life of
alftaence to which she had been bred 3 enough to
[Jl:ll'!' her furever phove the reaoh of the ety [l[‘i.
vietions and racking eares that hadd sat o heavily
upoti her but yesterday,  She ralsed hersll up on
ane elbow wnd looked st bim.  Her eyes, alwnys
Inrge, shone with an unnatueal brillinee, Tl
thoneght her exsulting over her restarntion to wenlth
nned power.

s Il won't ask you for an answer now,” he said ;
# perhaps you would betier consndt a lawyer, May
I say to the company that you will give your an-
swor i writing *°

Lie was woving toward the door, not even wait-
ing for her nnswer, for he had determined to give
lier no opportunity to refer to the events of the
.I.m..I lH--I wivs arrested by o single word

" Johut®

No woman ever speaks in such o way to a man
wlie iboes ot Jove, Bt the men do oot always un-
deestaml.  John Ashiton did not understand,  He

Won't you be

I was authorized to
They con-

come bael sl stosd by her skde, looking down |

donbitfully jnto the shining oyes raised to s own,
theat guiokly turned swar, e wa
after all, nod he had some bitter recolleetions to
stecl hilm ngalnst any betrayal of weakness. D
sides, she was o rloh womnn now, richer than she
bl beens i the doys when he had assured her he

pation, dyspepain, dobllity, Lver complaint and ngr litt]e rm.  She heredl, now=ah, h Id hnve be
aud nullity produciive of malarial discases sharply l=that she m willi @ unll.ibz :‘; an: NVRNS M0 JRON h Sov 2
Pl e > g i A -~ . oy .
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nly o man, |

| h

|

er into his nrms,

Had any other Vanderpool ever made overtures
to the man she loved ? ould the chieeks of dead
and gone Vanderpools have reddencd with mortifica-
tion eonld they have witnessed this shumeless be-
traysl of her heart?  Somehow Miss Vanderpool
was s0 happy that she did not eare. And as for
the money— _

“ It would have seemed like a curse if it had

ried us denr,” she said.—(Flora Haines Loug-
ead, in The Argonaut,

SONGS OF THE CAMPAIGN.

REPUBLICANS TO DEMOCRATS, GREETING.

About those red handannas
You make nn awful fuss.
Unfurl your wipes—
Tho Stass and Stripes
Are goodd enough for us,
Thov'pe good enough for ns,
Thoy're goml enough for us,
nfurl vour wipes—
Lhie Stngs amd Stripes
Are good enough for us,

The flag you ehoose to float
15 blogd-ped through and through.
Rave o'er it, rave!l
But we shall wave
The reed, the white, the blus
They're pood enough for us,
Thoy're good enough for us,
Unfurl your wipes—
The Stars and Btlpes
Are good enough for us,

Your clubs will rally roand
The Thurmen snuT-decked wipes§
We'll march in might
And win the fight
Beneath the Stars and Stripesy
Thes'te good elough for us
They're good enough for usy
Uriurl your wipes—
The Stars aml Siripes
Are good enough for usy

DE YEAR O JUBILO,

E. P. D. in The Sprinegfleld Unlon.
(Alr: * Kingdom Comin"")
Bay, darkirs. hab you seen ole mass,
Wid he hankehief round he t'roat,
Gwine lopg dls rom! sume thme dls mornin®
Like he gwine In town to vote?
e shibber Jos’ same Hlie he used to shibbeg
When de Yankes army came—
An' I'Il het ten dollars «s Democeratic varty
Ben a-plagin’ a losin® game.
CHORUS
De Republicana augh, ha! hat
D¢ Democrats tun, ho! ho!
It must be yow DBen Harvison's comin®
An' de year o' Jubllo.

Ols massa wore e big revolver,
Like he gwine out for to shoot, .

An' enr'd he shotpun ober he shonldep
An® he bowie knife in he boot ;

He sy wo nlgger hetter stay close home
An' nohber o pear de polls;

But 1’10 bet ten dollars de Democratle party
Am a«lriftin® on de shuals,

I heeredd ole massa talk dls mornin'--
He was elenr trog BEn® mad @

I epecs b 'frakd dat de =olld South
Gwine to get beat mighty bud.

He tallk froe teade, Lut g shao’s you born
Diere was swmpln on his mind,

An' Il Lot ten dollar e Ivmocratie party
Am a-gwine to get lef' behind,

dan't ke this yare pod bandanng,
It 'minds me o' "fore de war;
Glb me de flag dat freed de nigger,
Dat's de flog 'er pravin® for;
. 'imrrfsrm,

Dis nleger'll pray £ t

An’ 'L bet ten dollnr de Democratio party
Am a-gwine to stép down an' out.

-—

GOOD-BY, OLD GROVIR, GOOD-BY!

-
(Alr: “Good-hy, My Lover, Go=sdgm)
The train {8 coming
Arcuml the bend,
Good-by, ald CGrover, good-byd
I's londedd down
With Hatelsin men,
Gooed-ty, oll Grover, good-byl
CHORI'E,
lﬁ.‘i‘l". FroeTrads haby |
ek It, Graver, tenderly§
Eye, Free-Tralo baby !
We'll emash the cradled
Good-by t

Free trade (s husted,
Protection, wo say !
Goed-by, old Grover, good-by

Roast beef to eat,
Twe dollars o das ! =
Good-by, old Grover, good-bys

The time has come
Fo' loval men—

Good-by, old Grover, good-by?
T shout the bandanns
Anrd vote for Hen!

Good-by, old Grover, good-hyl

The duty on wool

We'll keep the same!
Good-by, old Grover. good-by
't Liellpvs |

Just ask tim Blaine !
Good-by, old Grover, good-byl

The same on salt,

Both tine and roek!
Good-by, olit Grover, good-byl

Well have remaln

gays Prank IHscock!
Good-by, olld Grover, good-byl

No rebel flags

Will be roturned !
Good-liy, old Grover, good-byl

Thoss voto cranls

Trun eollters spurn !
Good-by, okl Grover, good-by 8

Your colors are out,

The English rag!
Good-1rv, ald Grover, good-by 1

Wi still unfur]

The American flag!
Good-by, ot Grover, good-by®

Tippreanos
And Morton, too!
Good-by, olil Grover, gond-by 1l
If you can’t mn
You will In N
Good-by, ol Gix
-—
THE FREE-TRADE BANDANNA.
(Alr=*The O Oaken Ducket,”)
How dear to my heart 13 the Democrat party,
When fond recollsetlon prosents It to view
The Free Trale, the state's Rights, the Copperheads
hoarty, Q@
And wll the Reform tileks the demagogues knew !
The }\!Idm_.y:-:.-:t-lln;: Girover, the Mills that stood by
i,
Thoe mock “ vl Servies” the broad-axe that {ell;
The croek of the stave-whip when * war was & fallure,”
And v'en the hadanne we all loved g0 well.
: w! bandanna,
1 sturred banoer,

I‘ull:x'r-'.r»- bandnna,
We all loved gso well .
That sunff-covercd nozerag 1 halled as a troasure,
1

As saliller ar fon we drove from the feld;
To sarriflce fls

sanr rights was a pleasuro,
To Froeo Tra W Engiarmd our industries yield !
Tlow ardent 1 selzed (0 with hands that were glowing,
As qudek on my bl red proboscls it dell s
And soon with the emblem of suull II\'!‘IﬂU\l’lH‘
Aud deippleiy with vetoes, | wielied [t well !
The Fres Teade handaptin,
Confederate antior,
The Cobden Club banner
We nll loved so well.

How sweer from the brlguller clan to ecoive ft,
< As freemen distratehided they sent to the grave!
Not the star spangled baon ould tempt me to leave

I,
Though hright with the zlory that Washington gave.
removed froin iy high situation,
ret will intrusively swell,
sl statlon,
0 loved so woll

As far up =ale |
And ply the hand

I liart

From lost Tidlana,

Oh! (earstalne

I onee Joved so well

—

NMAIL T0 THE CHIER!

{After Bealt—"= THI" Seott, of Pennsylvaniay
Hail to the Chiel who has stumbied above us|
In froshest pasture his luck ever feedsg
Little we reck I he stomach or love us,

Tough Is the tle that to vietory lewdsd

Mugwump voto
They can ull ; f rest of us rowl
Bravely the =outh shall then
Sond the yell back nealn,
“Grover Vich Hourbon Dhu, ho ! lero (®

What though the Goddess with Starey Eye glist'ning,
Grtoves for the evror sho wouldn™t elude |
When to his warm, gallunt promises List'nl
poon she was banished to eold desuctudo
Think he would be so Nat T
Wedl suehiow prudo as that ?
Risk his inhoiitanee, ton!  Hiess youy nol
Oue Chic™s » wan, my ment
Lt her go! strong agndnt
® Grover Vich Bourbon Dhu, ho! lero®

Now with an Eaglish lass he [s enraptured,
Not qulte so simple sl fresh with the hoysg
Btill, qulte elated to think she has caphurod
The greatest of Presidents (avalrdupaols) |
Oy, that you dashing Jade,
Casli-In advanco Freo $radey
On him agaln might the grand prize bestow |
Lotwd should e slogan thon
Bip up the shy ngnin,
“arover Vich Gowhon Dho, ho! leto!®

NOT FRESH ENOUGH FOR OMELETTES.
From The Piishorg Chronfels,

Vifty yoars ago, whils Mes, Talbort was bollding &
honge At lay's Ceossing, Lod., o hen wos [hadvertontly
nuiled In & wardvobe, whoro she remalpod soveral days
before diseovered.  Last week, while the house was
being repairod, five eggs, lutepaml have been Isid

im-
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to
fitty yoars ago, wero found where the hen had

risoned.  Unpopular locturers vl.l‘lwluu nﬁ?ﬁw
l'i; off thelr pgsprmm when tyes hear of H

b

An Important Announcement.

About six woeks ago, whila at bustness, I was
suddenly atiacked with excruciating pains in my
feet, knoes and hands. 50 sevare the attack that I
took my bed Immedlately, and In two or thres days
my Joluts were awollen 1o almost doubls their mat
ural mire, and sleep was driven from me. Afiar
R e aions s o, &
;n:ww -m..;mmmu.

“ Why don't L Bwitt's & and use (1
I will ;gannm’:“u“ and it 1t not, the medl.

cine shall cost you
5., and aftar using iy *
refreshing siee

o e R e i
" 2 0
{u [l ruﬁ % In three m&
ahout the room, and afte

feit greatly benstited.
could st up and wa
using six botiles I was out and able to go to bush
ness.  Slnes then I have been regularly at pos
of duty, and stand on m{ feet from nine nn
hours a day, and am entirely free from paln. Thess
are the and o tacin In my casd, and I will
cheerfully answor all Inquiries to, '
elther in person or

t:ﬁnal .
10MAS MARKILLIE, t
11 West 18th.a., New-York City,

Nashville, Tenn.—I have wardad aff 0 savers at.

tack of rheumatism by a tmely resort to Bwift's

Bpecific.  In oll cases whars a permanent rellef is

sought, this madicine commends itself for » constl-

tutional treatment that thoroughly eradicates the

of diseans trom the ?u;ln.“m!m! =

Rev. W,
Now.York, 51 7th-ave.—Afte €200

ho etioved Ot Bloos Petion. withour ey Desess
a few bottles of Swift's Bpecille worked a

curs,
Vienna, Ga.—My ltth
R e e e

3
=
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B, four y bad ae worat 8
wﬁd shaps, ﬂ*‘hﬁ wers puny and siekiy. O
day m’{ gla heal and mbnlé all the result of
takin B. JOE T. COLLIER

Lady Lake, Bumter Co., Fla.—Your 8. 8. 5. ha
proved n wondorful sucoess in cams,  The ea
cer on my face, no doubt, would have soon hurrl
thnﬂ“& 1 do think it is wonderful,

has no eq
B. . BYRD, Postmaster,
Waeo, Texss, May 9, 1523,
B. B. Co., Atlanta, Ga.:
Gentleman—Knowin
tary testimoninls, we
one of our h!{ customars has
the use of four large bottlas of your great reme
¥, after having haon an invalid for saveral yeara
Her trouble was extrema debility, caused by a dis

eass peo to her iex.
WILLIS & ©0,, Droggista
Three hooks mallsd fres on application. All

druggisis sell B. b
- THE la;l'ﬂ' SPECIFIC €O,
Drawer 8, A

gl’.’ -

tlanta, Ga.
Noaw-York, 756 Broadway.

IN THE CHURCH PORCH.

RELIGIOUS SUMMER RESORTS.

Asbury Park and Ocean Grove, which are separatad
from each other by the lttle body of water a hundred
feet wide, called Wesley Lake, are both distinotly
religlous resorts ; but they are not religious In exactly
the same way. Ocean Grove Is not & borough town
at all in the ordinary sense of the word, but a religlous
assoolation, governad by clargymen, who euforee a very
gtriet rellglous disclpline at all times, To the outsider
this discipline may seen unnecsssarily severe and
puritanical ; but it must bs remembered that the resors
was established for a religlous object, and no one who
does not like {ts government {s obliged to patronize It
It 1= for people who like that sort of thing, and as ths
Iarge numbers of good people Who go thore every year
am entirely satisfied with things as they are, no one
else has any right to complain. I have recently visited
Ocean Grove, and was much Impressed with its eleanll-
ness, good ordor and entiro freedom from vice of any
kind. The hotels and cottages, In beauty and comfort,
will eompare favorably with those of any seaslde resort,
and the prices for rooms and boanl are so moderate
that even a poor man can go there. There Is, to ba
sure, an alr of aggressive rolgiosity sbout the place,
and some religious function s nearly all the time tak-
ing placa In the great anditorium. But all this need
not (nterfere with the rational enjoyment of visitors,
unless they pine for the * roses and rapture of viee®
in which cass they would better move to some other
resort, as Ocean Grove does not deal In that come
modity.

-

—

In Asbury Park you do not find that highly-charged
religlous atmosphere which pervades Ocean Grove,
Nevertheloss the moral law hedges you In at every
gtep. This prosperous and growing town Is the croa-
tlon of Mr. James A. Bradley, whose |dea was to found
a resort in which there should be no obj abla
feature. He Is a sort of a moral censor against whoss
decisions there is no appeal. On the whole, he has
exervised his power wisely and well, even from a
business point of view, ‘The town has grown with
wonderful rapidity. In addition to its summer visit«
ors, it has a large permanent population who rejoice
because they have found a place go richly endowed
by nature, where vies cannot flaunt (ts presence. Mr.
Bradley’s rules have been eritlelsod as oppressive ; but
something must be ylelded by the {ndividual In every
community for the general good. And (n Ashury
Park you need yicld nothing that {§ worth having.
I doubt It Mr. Dradley's Ideas will always have the
ascendancy In Asbury Park The wicked outside
world will probably sweep most of them away some
day. But in the meanwhile for a long time to come
Asbury Park {5 an ideal homs for a Christian family.

One plausible objection may be urged against such
semi-roligious towns as Asbury Park The prinelpls
on which they am fourided, If carried to (ts extremo
limit, would result in the absolute separation of the
good and the bad, and such a separation would be a
deplorable thing for the community at large. It
would, doubtless, be very pleasant for all the upright
and religlons people of, say the State of New-Jersey,
to lve together In well-ondered towns governed on re-
liglous prineiples. But how would it be for the rest
of the population, eonsisting as It would, of all grades
and kinds of law-breakers?  Would not thelr enforced
assoclation together be a public calamity resulting id
the final averthrow of soclal order? Cortaluly It
would seem so. The fact 1s, the religlous and moral
element owes certaln duties to the whole community.
It is the duty of a good eltizen not only to consider
his own personal advantage, but to do what he can for
his fellow men; anid the grestest service religions men
can render any eity or town In which there is & large
viclous eloment, s to Nvo In that city or town, and
do what they cant to make it a religious town. The
great need of modern civilization 15 not the establish-
ment of Uitle moral communities hore and there, but
tha leavening of the whole mass of modern life with
the fundamental principles of religlon and morality,

Onn eannot but ba fmpressed with the amount of
earncst zeal and enthuslasm that {s shown in the
great snummer religlous gatherings. Buch places as
Ocean Grove and Chantauqua—and there are many of
them throughout the country—have become Vast store-
houses of rellglous activity. Immense sums of monoy
have been expended on them, and some of the ablest
men In the varlous churches have boen enlisted In
their sorvice. Hundrods of th ds of peopls from
every part of the country attend the religlous gathe
erings held under thelr auspiees, and the literature
which they publish goes into thousands of Christian
homes. And yet 1 am heretloal enough to ask If there
is not & great deal of moral waste In thess well- meant
efforts to do good. For Instance, when a great evan
gelist in Ocean Grove makes a fervid appeal to the
viclous and dopraved to turn from the error of thelf
ways, he Is addressing men and women who are nod
only not viclons and depraved, but who are already
presumably converted Christians. The people who
really ought to Lear these spealiers never go to Round
Lake, or Chautangua, or Ocean Grove. They wouldn't
be weleome If they did. And yot a great deal of the
sormut {zing At thess Llaces Ias no puint axcept on the
theory that the hearers are abandoned sinness who
must bo pincked as brands from the burning. 1 have
no Intention of eriticising these great gatherings
Doubtless they stlmulate and strengthen the religlons
life of many good Christians, Dut I respectfully sab-
mit that instead of holding the fort all the time, the
Ioaders of the churehes make a sally once in a while
and capture a fort or two from the enemy.

A great many Western Eplscopallans are beginning
to think {t unwiss to go to Eastern cities for thelr
bishops. * This fesling,” says * The Michigan Chureh
man,” “1s quite prevalont amfng many of our laymen,
and was well (lustrated by an incldont at an Eplsco-
pal election about ten years ago, when an Eastora
ractor of character and reputation falled of confirma-
tlon by the lafty. thmugh s rumor about &
moustache and a dog-headed eane.  Thero has beon an
fden among our church leaders that our chureh’s sphere
{s olty work 1t has begun to be demonsirated thad
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only try. The prayerbook is sdaptable énough, i
used as & primer first, If our men werd only mor
zealous. Tt Is & poow religlonism which clatms to be
tho rightful one, and will not do eversthing that cat
be done. For a long time the universal layman's eai
dldate was Bishop Tuttle, ‘The countryman
that Bishop Tuttle understood him and his life, and
could ‘hitch up’ and ‘unhiteh,’
with a ‘shalie-down’ as a four-poster,
{ns and outs of ‘pot luck.’ 1t Is & far easier thing for
such & man to adapt himself to New-York, than
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